i78                 LETTERS FROM SAMOA
by far the most barbarous scene  I  had come across in Samoa.    The green lawn on which the village was built was scattered over with awnings of all kinds:  some were contrived from boat-sails, some merely branches of trees stuck into the ground, others, more elaborate, were of light posts tied together and roofed in with a thick layer of coconut leaves.    However constructed, they were all  full;   every  inch of shade was packed with gaily dressed natives;  the houses themselves were crowded, and even the church was made use of.    Louis, when he arrived, calculated that  there were quite  seven or  eight thousand people present.    Here and there upon the grass were great heaps of gifts  that had already been presented, and were piled up and left 'on view';  while objects that looked like roughly made  hat-stands were  stuck  into  the ground at intervals, and used to show off the innumerable smaller presents, such as whisks to keep the flies off, fibre for straining kava, fans of many  kinds,  and a  great  number  of shining yellow balls that I took to be fruit, but which I found to be small gourds filled with coconut oil. Meantime, while I looked about me, the present-giving was still going on briskly.    Each village marched up in procession, every man carrying a gift; one of the king's men, resplendent in spotless lava-lava,  scarlet  flowers,  and   a  shining brown skin, received the things evidently according to rule and custom.    When, for instance, he